INDIAN   TROUBLE                             97
with its avenue was surrounded by sheds and out-
buildings, decrepit and forlorn. The near-by orange
groves and gardens were now overrun by weeds and
brush and were rapidly becoming lost for ever. The
only signs of human life were a few miserable
Indians, one of whom was dying of fever,
Our men refused to spend the night in the place,
preferring the questionable pleasure of hard beds on
the rocky beach. It was a dismal scene; and the for-
saken house, given over now to sickness, bats, and
ghosts of the past, seemed supinely to accept its fate.
I reflected upon the havoc that the present high
price of gold has wrought on the Napo. Depending
largely in previous years on its agricultural
products, it had been a busy river with many
Indians working along its banks. But now the
premium on gold offers an easy way to earn a living.
Many of the creeks and bends in the river carry fine
gold in minute quantities. Yet a few hours' panning
a day will produce enough for the Indian to live on.
He sells it to the padron for a little money or ex-
changes it for trade goods.
The next day we passed a party washing gold, and
Senor Hector became tremendously excited.
Eventually he talked them into giving him a real
miner's pan in place of the Expedition's frying-pan,
which he had been surreptitiously using in an .effort
to get rich quick. He obtained a small speck of the
precious stuff; but, while looking at it, I let it drop,
and it was gone for ever.